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That Joke Isn\t Funny Anymore 


| sat slumped, bangs falling into my eyes. Guitar against the armrest,a red Les Paul, sunglasses on the low 
table. | felt as a vacuum had sucked all the energy out of me, but before | could doze off for a moment, 
Morrissey came in animated, looseleaf pages fluttering in his hands. The room is dim except for the pale 
moonbeams coming through the window, dingy lamp with the lopsided shade. | knew by his expression that 
there was no time to relent and | picked up my pick and guitar. He was in one of his moods- inspired by some 
insipid detail from an overheard conversation, fleeting memory from his youth or a furtive romantic encounter 
and soon enough he'd be crossed legged with his pen flying up and down the page, which stopped periodically to 
rest on his bottom lip. | adored the way he looked when he did that, swept up in concentration. 


"Play it again." 


| wiped my eyes, charcoal smudges left on my fingertips which | wiped on my tight pants. | strummed the 
almost waltz like intro softly until he started to sing angelically, in time to every chord charge. 


"When you laugh about people, you feel so very lonely, their,” 


E, F#, G#m "Only desire, is to die.” 


When he was finished, | lifted the guitar strap above my head, setting the instrument upright against the 


couch. 


"I reckon that's enough for tonight Moz." He looked rather subdued when he put his papers down but came and 
sat down close next to me which always made me feel very small in comparison. The air felt tense- or maybe 


| had one too many vodka and limes earlier? 
He flicked the pick across the table in front of us absentmindedly. "That was lovely." 


"Mhm" | opened my guitar case for a fag- with no luck. Annoyed, | cross my legs and slouch even further 


down. 


"Believe me. Sometimes | wonder If you know how brilliant you are." I've heard him say this loads of times. | 
don't know if he'd forgotten or was just taking the mickey. As | looked at him closely he appeared almost 
weathered, but his eyes were still bright. Even with lighting like this | could see how blue they were. A car 
drove past the window, headlights illuminating his face in stripes of pale yellow. 


He reached out and grabbed my right hand apprehensively. | found it kind of funny how he was so unabashed 
on stage, stripping his shirt, rubbing and groping all over the place, but he pressed his thumb to my palm like 
he was nursing a cat with a broken neck. He brought my hand close to his face. It was probably very sweaty 
then and | felt a bit embarrassed but he didn't seem to mind. He kissed the tip of my thumb, then my index 
finger, middle finger, ring and pinkie. Stroked my callouses. "Such lovely little hands you have." He murmured and 
let go. it just dropped limply into my lap. 


We'd only made love twice then, kissed a few times, here and there. Every time we touched, | was ecstatic, 
but guilty at the same time. Happy but sad. | instigated it. It was only a few months after we began working 
together, the first day | heard the vocals for Hand In Glove, just days after | had handed him the demo 
cassette. | knew from the get go who he had crafted the lyrics for, and he looked and sounded beautiful, after 
all | thought it must have been ages since he had let anyone kiss him. How could | forgot his expression after | 
had done it? Like a startled faun. Deer in the headlights. Crimson cheeks. Bright eyes wide. | thought perhaps he 
would be angry because | interrupted his singing (he could be touchy about things like that) but he kissed me 
right back 


He made me feel special with the fact that he spoke to me and touched me differently to how he came across 
to the rest of the world. Told me things that he wouldn't share with anyone else. He pressed his fingers 
tentatively to my chest and uttered a perfect example. 


‘| will only ever love you, Johnny. 


My breath caught in my throat and he kissed me a little awkwardly, but with great tenderness. He fingered 


my earring, making me shiver. A minute or two in| felt a hand feeling for my fly zipper, but | brushed it 
away. | was tired and a little gloomy, and a few months a go when we both got really drunk and went at it, | 
was absolutely knackered the next day. Morrissey scowled, | suppose with reason. | had turned down both extra 
songwriting and sex in the span of I5 minutes. | thought he looked cute, almost comical, like a child who's ice 
cream had dropped on the floor, with his ebony eyebrows knit together as he sucked his cheeks in. He noticed 
my half-hearted grin. 


"What?" 

"Nothing. Sleepy. A bit pissed from earlier tonight” 

His expression softened and he patted his legs. 

"Come here." 

| hesitated for a moment, but | lay my head down on his knees, shuffling about to be comfortable. | close my 
eyes, trying to push away the need to run out and find something to cool my nerves, another smoke, another 


drink But this worked perfectly.His soft breathing playing a beat in my heart, his hands stroking my bangs and 
forehead repeatedly until | had fallen sound asleep.. 


